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ness. We were considerate of our friend's feelings; therefore let
out our belts and exercised strenuously, which whetted our already
excellent appetites without changing or diminishing the where-
withal to satisfy them. When all the empty containers on the
Chirikov had been filled with salted and pickled trout, we dropped
the surplus overboard at night, and were mortified to find them
floating alongside the boat next morning. We tried rowing ashore
and burying them until my wife discovered Stewart on the Simba's
quarter-deck, his field-glasses trained upon us. Finally, after
various methods of disposal had failed, we hit upon the simple
expedient of storing the superabundance in a chain locker, then
dumping them behind us as we trailed the Simba into new fishing
grounds,
That we all are more or less recessive to primitive characteristics
and impulses was brought to mind one night in Murder Cove,
where we were camping on the beach. Late one evening a huge
ocean-going yacht crept around the point and anchored about a
half-mile distant. No one came ashore. As deep twilight settled
over the water a few lights were dimly visible through the ship's
port-holes, but it remained as silent and decorous as a deserted
church. Next morning, after taking Stewart across to explore
another trout stream, I steered my little skiff past the yacht, and
was hailed by a man standing on deck and invited to come aboard.
Surrounded with every luxury and convenience, the vessePs
owner, president of a great railroad system, was lonesome. With
his wife, two sons then on vacation from Harvard, and three guests,
he had been cruising Alaskan waters for a month under the in-
quisitive eyes of a twenty-three man crew. He had not gone ashore
outside the towns, which were of no interest to him; he had spent
most of the time in his state room reading detective stories which
bored him. Watching our camp-fire on the beach the night before
had made Mm both curious and envious, and he accepted with a
show of eagerness my invitation to join us that evening.
The women of our party were appalled at the * prospect of
entertaining guests of such prominence, but drew comfort from
a belief that the president was merely being polite, that there was
little chance of his coming. Nevertheless we prepared to make a
good showing. Stewart and J caught more crabs; Jimmie, our
Indian pilot, chief engineer, deck-hand, guide and game-getter,
cleared away the underbrush, started a driftwood fire and made
a spit to jrest upon two forked sticks over a bed of coals.